LAST IMPRESSIONS

at their petals, like rays of light from a golden orb! And remember, we all
have our message to deliver to the world. It does not matter who we are, or
where we come from, we must give the message we were meant to bear.

* "All the knowledge you may get from great people, all the experience
you may gain, is as nothing if you cannot bring anything out of it that is
of use to others. Turn to the sun, and you will always hope on, and look
at the bright side. Remember the little things, too, the little duties. Think of
the daisies!"

*He would pause as he passed the beautiful terra cotta sundial in Celtic
designs, given him by his wife on his birthday, with his own motto upon
it, "The Utmost for the Highest".

* "That is the best thing I ever did, to think of that motto/' he said
humbly. And indeed he gave his utmost/1

'Hallam Tennyson wrote', Mary recorded, cto tell Signor of a desire
expressed by the Master of Trinity, as representative of a committee formed
for the purpose of arranging for a subscription portrait to be painted of
Lord Tennyson for the hall of his old college. His father, the son wrote,
was of course much disinclined to sit, and had made objections to every
suggestion. He was at last reconciled by Hallam's proposing to try to in-
duce Signor to come down to Farringford for this purpose. To hear this
pleased Signor, and made him willing also to make the effort.

'Always dreading that on a visit illness might overtake him, and so give
trouble to others, Signor decided to refuse the invitation to stay at Farring-
ford . . . and made use of The Briary. This matter being arranged, and that
other essential stipulation, that the portrait should not be undertaken pro-
fessionally, we went to the Isle of Wight towards the middle of May. The
Hallam Tennysons came to welcome us at Yarmouth and drive us to The
Briary where we were told . . . that the poet himself had come over many
times to remind [the caretakers] that as the weather had been wet the
house must be well warmed!

*JEarly next morning a light wind stirred the curtains, and a grey dawn
showed fair and clear to prelude twelve days of almost unbroken weather-
May at her best in the Isle of Wight We pushed the French window wide
open after breakfast, and went out upon the lawn. A cuckoo flew past, so
close to us that his caressing note was quite distinct to Signor, as we went
to look at the clematis montana he remembered being planted, which now
was rampant to the roof, and for the Christmas tree he and the little people

1 Hilda Haking: The Sbrme ojGtorgt Frederkk Watts, ILA., London, 1906, pp. 6-8.
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